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i  -  hi  I.a»lv  Lvdiard’s 
.  h<  r  ti«-j>hi*w  in  spe&k- 
-.req*  <-tful  in  the  ex- 
,  ,•.;»> ill  v  tha*  -ihf  <li»- 
\ .-r»t  -m  ’  n.  \ -rtheless 
•  if  ih»*  *il»*nt  sort. 

fat 

•  i  don't  know 

t*  *v »-  hi  in.  VV  here  is 


M 


•  I  tor  liSlvnhip.  with  a 

I  ,  v  n  K'-lix  himself. 
,  Tommie  You 

•  '.ii  know  of  a  goM 
.»!i  I'  har«*  mii ployed  mo 
:  ,  m»*.“ 

inquired  Felix. 

I>  ;ir  aunt.  The  worse 
r  th«*  hill  grows.  doqH 
I.'  man  for  you — ageu- 
iiM,iit .hiest^  ami  lings 
inpuh  |Mit  logether. 

<  rdar  <-roawsng  tha 
mu  "v  mum*,  of  rnurse. 
>o'nig«Mt  sou,  Alfred 


•'  -•ml  form?  The  man 

irviiioii,  racehorses?”  eried 
•ur  Felix,  how  ca 
h  u  great  |*rsouage 


nial  laugh.  "Never 
.votullv  out  of  place,”  ha 
mi  is  d’*ing  to  to  pre- 
He  In*.  I  heanl,  like 
.  i  i  iiili  -eiit  lie,  , .rations  of 
Halin'  to  mm*  them.  Hi* 
I  X .  til  Tall  Mali,  if  he  is 
i .  i  •  •  •  Inm  tore  in  five  min* 
i.  i.l  L-:ier  s»*e  the  dog  first?” 
I  *|,  "k  her  hea*L  "Isabel 
-.1  m.t  In*  disturlwri,’  she  i 

-  i, del-stands  hiu:  better  than 

I  i,i-  lively  eyebrows  with 
ii  of  eurio-ity  and  surprise. 

.  I  w.i-  vpx«1  with  herself  for 
m  n_  1-saliel‘s  name  in  her 
-.nr.  Felix  was  not  the  sort  of 
-ii-  desjrous  of  admitting 

.  it  -  iu  domestic  matters.  "Isar 
•i  to  »n>  household  since  you 
die  answered,  shortly, 
i  rettv  '  inquired  Felix.  "Aht 

i  laid  you  don't  answer 

ii  I  ,pr»^tv.  evidently.  Which 
-•  first,  tin*  addition  to  vour 

i  the  addition  to  your  picture 
\  i  i  -  k  ai  the  picture  gallery — I 
;  i.  tin  He  rose  to  approach 

m  l  -top;  ed  at  his  first  step 
\  s\v,--*  girl  is  a  dread- 

: i *  %  aunt,”  he  re-umed,  with 

-umptioii  ,,f  gravity.  Do  you 
in'?  l»-  -nrprised  if  Isabel,  in 

•  *s*  von  more  than  Hobbema, 
i  «f  the  i lour f” 

:it  ih  •  d.K>r  was  Robert  Moody, 
Th>*  btuik.  Mr.  Felix  Sweet- 
hi—  I.  was  obliged  to  fit  hi* 
-r-'tiou  In-fore  he  could  recog- 
.no  minister  of  1-ady  Lydiard's 

wei  thy  Moody.  How  well  ha 
'  i  :  a  v  ha  ir  ou  his  head — and 
•  What  dye  do  you  ase, 

d  i  h  id  my  often  disposition  he 
it  i-  lie  looks  unutterable 
*U  In-  tongue.  Ah:  if  1  could 

-  my  tongue — when  1  was  in 
erviee.  you  know — what 

•  I.  t'c  rx-cupied  bv  this  time! 
:*«•  •  rupt  you.  Moody,  if  you 

_•  t  ,  i  -ay  t>  l  julv  LydianL” 
a  h-tged  Mr.  Sweater's  lively 
!•  rmal  bow.  and  a  grave  loci 
respectfully  repelled  that 
nan's  How  of  humor.  Moody 
r  ,s  ms  mistreat 
_  tank  note!''  asked  her 

bank  note  on  the  table, 
iv,  v'  inquired  Felix, 
mini.  "1  have  a  letter  to 
ipv  me  for  more  than  a 
\  ",  .  an  stay  here,  or  go  and 
■<  •  ma  v\hi»-h  you  please.” 

-  ond  sauntering  attempt 
l  '-ur*  gallery.  Arrived  with- 

ie  entram-e.  he  stopped 
.i  nii  o|  cabinet  of  ltal- 
tilnd  with  rare  old  china. 

•  ;i  cultivated  amateur, 
...  I  *',.  (my  hi-  pua-ing  trib- 

•  -  ••  re  the  contents  of  the 

>  harming !’  be  said  to 
Ip  :i-I  t w i-t,s  1  uppr,s*iatively 
side.  Lady  Lvdiard  and 
upii-rurbed  enjoyment  of 
*  i,t  on  with  the  business  of 

•  ik<-  the  numlier  of  the  note, 

«-V*s  •  tor  l.a.IvshilV^ 

I  t<K,k  the  number,  uiy 

.  ■  ii  keep  it.  While  I  am 
i  s.ipp,  «s*.  you  direct  the  en- 

. . l»  rgyman*s  uamef* 

I  tIi*'  tu»im-  ant  directed 
I  •  it.  li:ip|H-nmg  to  look 
•  v  L.diuM  und  tli«*  steward 
?  i  -  1 1|  ,-ugnged  m  writing. 
i  "  t log  twble.  u»  it  he  had 
t  a  n*  w  i, lea 

1  i*n<”  h»*  ask»*d.  “Why 
.  i lip-  nt  once  to  Hardy- 
•  r  you  have  his  opinion 
i  .u.., — don't  you  think 

-  n-d  to  the  |«-n  tray  with 
•'  •  deration  for  her  dog 

’  Mv  on  th..  high  roa»l  to 
t  -s-t  to  work  on  his  letter, 
'lidding  hand writing,  with 
i  i  ,oi»v  pen.  ”1  declare, 

-  man  o/H,-e.‘  to  remarked, 

•  \U  with  our  noeiw  to 
a-  if  we  lived  by  it f  Hera 

•  tlic  servants  take  this  at 
ilunlynuui"*’ 

.••r  *iw  di-pat  -Ii, -I.  Robert 
•.  m t ,—l  ie*ar  hi-  mist  ns-,  with 
■  >*n\  in  hi-  I i.iql  Felix 

-  towards  th»-  picture 
’  third  tunc  In  a  moment 

"d  tinishct  h«  r  letter,  and 

-  note  in  it  Sh«*  had  just 
'■  I  envelope  from  Moody, 

‘  -d  <be  letter  inside  it  when 
the  inner  room,  in  which 

-  ug  the  sick  dog*  startled 
'It  ia*lv t  my  lad v:  -cried  the 

ronuiue  is  in  a  fit.’ 

Iiopjjsl  the  unclosed  «n- 
i*  and  ran— yen,  short  at 
a-  >hc  waa,  ran-  into  the  m- 

T  'vo  men.  left  together,  looked 

F"  it.  in  hiM  lazy,  cynical 
■-it  v<Sii  or  I  w»*n*  in  a  HI 
•'  «ild  run?  Bah  these  are 
<  -ti-.k"  one's  faith  in  human 
■  •  i  unll  v  seedy.  That  cursed 
I  tremble  in  my  inmost 
»'  l  dunk  of  it.  Get  me  some- 

l  -.'lid  you.  sirr  Moody  asked, 

1  i  racial  and  a  biscuit.  And 
'•<  nw*  iu  the  picture  gallery. 

-  1  ll  go  and  look  at  Hob- 

•  ii'sssslcd  in  reaching  tha 
i  -.»p|s-aml  behind  the  cor* 

tun-  gallery. 

'  HAFtKR  IY. 

1  fln*  drawingroom.  Moody 
'infastcned  envelope  on  the 


the  ^  the  .rv'lourw, 

might  he  f«-|  jusufWt  ^ 

AfLrtrr^  ^  fur  .  suz 

he  wLb’jk,ni?1i  OVW  M  ****  that 

ter  ^  *n  n*',l'lhu^  »lth  the  k*t- 

T'  m  her  hul vshir,  might  have 

fjTf*  »t.  or  might  have  «  po*- 

ri‘pt  ■**  ***  ha.1  ain-w/lv 

_  .  ..  ^ljart  d»>.  from  then,-  .v>n«.Wrati.jm, 
’*  r*^'oable  to  act  as  if  Jjulr  Lvdiard'. 
^;;V*  l'oX*1  perpetually  op^i  to  the  in- 
tnixion  of  strangers?  Obj«t.  wrath  twice 
in  lb”  aggragate  were 
■cattere.1  atswit  (m  the  table,  and  ui  the  un- 
KNked  iwbinets  all  round  him  Moody  witJ^ 

milh,JUl  furtber  *«  order 

the  light  restoratives  prwmM  for”himself 
t»V  .Mr  Sw,-**tjrir  The  uncloM*i  letter  reposed 
tn  it.  phnv  on  the  talde. 

The  footman  who  Uok  the  Curacoa  into 
the  picture  gallery  found  Felix  recuml.mt  on 
a  sofa— to  all  apjA-aranr-e  so  completely  ab- 
sorl*vJ  in  the  Hohbeuia  that  he  was  quite  un¬ 
able  to  look  at  anything  else. 

He  took  the  (,'uracoa  m.s  lianically  drained 
Ht  a  draught,  and  held  it  out  to  be 
filled  for  the  second  time  "  IV.nt  interrupt 
me.  he  -aid.  peevishly,  r-atr  hing  thi*  servant 
in  the  am  of  staring  at  hinL  "  Put  down  the 
Wttle  and  go!”  Forbidden  Ui  look  at  Mr. 
c> wee: sir.  thi*  man's  eves,  as  h.>  left  the  gal¬ 
lery.  turntsl  wonderingly  tow  ards  the  famous 
buuls,  And  what  did  he  see?  He  saw 

one  towering  big  cloud  in  th**  sky  that 
thn-atencl  rain,  two  withered,  mah.igany- 
ciikinsl  tr»s*s  -orely  iu  want  of  rain,  a  muddy 
road  greatly  the  worse  for  ram,  ami  a  vaga¬ 
bond  hoy  running  home  who  was  afraid  of 
the  rain.  Tliat  wa-  the  picture  to  the  foot¬ 
man's  eye.  He  took  a  gloomy  view  of  the 
state  of  Mr.  Swoet-iir’s  brains  on  his  return  to 
the  servants’  hall.  “A  slate  loose,  poor 
devil:  That  was  the  footman's  reisjrt  of  the 

brilliant  Felix. 

An  interval  of  some  minutes  elapned,  and 
at  last  the  silence  in  the  picture  gallery  was 
broken  l»y  voices  penetrating  into  it  froih  the 
drawing  room.  Felix  rose  to  a  sittiug  posi 
tion  on  I  he  -ofa  He  hail  recognized  the  voice 
of  Alfnsl  Hanlynian  saying.  "  Don’t  disturb 
Laily  Lvdiard.  and  the  voice  of  Moody  an¬ 
swering,  "  I  will  just  knock  at  fhe  door  of 
her  ladyship's  room,  sir;  you  will  find  Mr. 
Sweets  ir  in  the  picture  ga  iery." 

Tiie  curtains  over  the  archway  parted,  and 
disclo-ed  the  figure  of  a  tall,  lean  man,  with 
a  closely  cropped  head  set  a  little  stiffly  on 
bis  shoulders.  The  immovable  gravity  of 
face  and  manner  which  every  Enghshinan 
-eems  to  acquire  who  lives  constantly  in  the 
society  of  horses,  was  the  gravity  which  thi* 
gentleman  displayed  as  he  entered  the  pic¬ 
ture  gallery  He  was  a  finely  made,  sinewy 
man.  w  ith  clearly  rut.  regular  features.  If 
he  had  not  lieen  affected  with  horses  on  the 
brain,  he  would  doubtless  have  been  person- 
ady  i"  >pnlnr  with  the  women.  As  it  was.  the 
serene  am  l  melancholy  gloom  of  the  handsome 
hi >ivc  bmsler  daunted  the  daughters  of  Eve, 
and  they  tailed  to  makeup  their  minds  about 
the  exaet  value  of  him,  socially  considered 
Alfred  Hardymau  wa-.  nevertheless,  a  re¬ 
markable  man  in  his  way.  lie  had  been  of¬ 
fered  the  customary  alternatives  submitted 
to  the  *vy  >unger  >ons  of  the  nobility — the 
church  or  the  diplomatic  service — and  had 
rcfus-d  the  one  and  the  other.  “I  like 
horses,”  he  said.  “  and  1  mean  to  get  my  liv¬ 
ing  out  of  them.  Don't  talk  to  me  about  my 
)<osition  in  the  world.  Talk  to  my  eldest 
brother,  who  gets  the  money  and  the  title.” 
Starting  in  life  with  these  sensible  views,  and 
with  a  small  eapital  of  live  thousand  pounib. 
Hardyman  took  his  own  plaee  in  the  sphere 
that  was  fitted  for  him.  At  the  period  of 
this  narrative  he  was  already  a  rich  man, 
and  one  of  the  greatest  authorities  on  horse- 
breeding  m  England  HLs  prosperity  made 
no  change  in  him.  He  was  always  the  same 
grave,  quiet,  obstinately  iv-olute  man,  true 
to  the  few  friends  w  hum  he  admitted  to  his 
intimacy,  aud  sincere  to  a  fault  in  the  ex¬ 
pression  of  his  fee-lings  among  persons  whom 
he  distrusted  or  disliked  As  he  entered  the 
picture  gallery  and  paused  for  a  moment 
((Hiking  at  Felix  on  the  sofa,  bis  large,  cold, 
steady  gray  eyes  rested  on  the  little  man 
with  an  indifference  that  just  verged  on  con¬ 
tempt.  Felix,  on  the  other  hand,  sprang  to 
his  feet  with  alert  iten-ss,  and  greeted  his 
friend  with  ,  xuber&fct  cordiality. 

"  Dear  old  lx>v’  Thw  *-  —  ^  -a  » 

Ur  Lsrgan.  "  I  feel  it;  I  do  assure  you  I  feel 
itT 

“You  needn't  .trouble  yourself  to  feel  it,” 
was  the  quietly  ungracious  answer.  “Lady 
Lyxliard  brings  me  here.  I  come  to  see  the 
house— and  the  dog."  He  looked  round  the 
gallery  in  his  gravely  attentive  way.  “I 
don't  understand  pictures,”  he  remarked,  re¬ 
signedly  "I  -ball  g<>  1«'  k  t<>  the  drawing 
room.” 

After  a  moment’s  consideration  Felix  fol¬ 
lowed  him  into  the  drawing  room,  with  the 
air  of  a  man  who  was  determined  not  to  be 
repelltsi. 

"Well.'”  asked  Hardyman.  "What  is  it?” 

“About  tliat  matter?”  Felix  said,  in¬ 
quiringly. 

“What  matter?” 

"Oh,  you  know.  Will  next  week  do?" 

"Next  week  icon’?  do?” 

Mr.  Felix  Sweetsir  cast  one  look  at  his 
friend.  His  friend  was  too  intently  occupied 
with  tin*  decorations  of  the  drawing  room  to 
notice  the  look. 

•Will  to-morrow  dor  Felix  resumed,  after 
an  interval. 

tune?" 

"Between  twelve  and  one  in  the  afternoon. ” 

"Between  twelve afid  one  in  the  aftern«H»n,” 
Felix  repeated.  He  looked  again  at  Hardy- 
maji.  ami  took  hi-  hat.  ".Make  my  ajiologies 
to  my  aunt."  lie  said.  “You  must  introduce 
yourself  to  her  ladyship.  1  can’t  wait  here 
any  longer."  He  walked  out  of  the  room, 
hav  ing  deliberately  returned  the  contempt¬ 
uous  indifference  of  Hanlynian  by  a  similar 
iudifference  on  his  own  side  at  jiartiug. 

]>* ft  by  himself.  Hardyman  took  a  chair 
and  glanced  at  the  door  w  hich  led  into  the 
boudoir.  The  steward  had  kiKH-ked  at  the 
door,  had  disappeared  through  it.  and  had 
not  appeared  again.  Hy>w  much  longer  was 
Ladv  Lydiard’s  visitor  to  be  left  unnoticed 
in  Lady  Lydiard's  house? 

As  the  question  [>a,ssed  through  bis  mind 
the  lioudoir  door  opened.  For  once  in  his  life 
Allred  Hurdyman's  composure  des.  rted  him. 
He  sti'rted  to  his  feet  like  an  ordinary  mor¬ 
tal  tak'-n  •  ompletely  by  surprise. 

lii-tc;  <i"  Mr  Moody,  instead  of  IjidyLyd- 
ianl,  then-  appeared  in  the  open  doorway  a 
young  woman  in  a  state  of  embarrassment, 
whoactua  h  qsn  kenedthebeatnf  >fs\TI  irdy- 
maii's  ben  t  flic  moment  he  set  ey -s  on  her. 

is  rii  )»*r  n  i  who  priHiuced  this  anting 
bnpri-s  ’o  .'at  Hi-*,  sight  a  p  r-on  of  imp  -rb 
ance'  N  .tliiu-  of  the  sort  She  was  only 
“I-alxl.  -unrined  Mill'-r.”  Even  her 
na-n*'  bail  no  hing  in  it.  ? *nly  *‘[sabel  Mil¬ 
ler'  ’  r  ,  * 

'  Had  she  any  pret<  n  ions  to  distinction  In 
virtue  of  her  jiersona-  »piH-aran»,ef 

I  -  not  casv  to  answer  flic  qnes  ion.  Tha 
w.'iiir  i  let  IIS  put  the  worst,  judges  firsb  I  ad 
long  sin.-  discovered  that  -he  wan  e- 1  that 
indispensibb*  elegance  of  figure  which  is  de- 
rjvcd  from  -iioTii  sw  of  wa  -t  and  length  of 
limb  Th.-  men  (who  were  l«-tter  acquainted 
with  the  sub  jc-ti  look  is  l  a*  her  figure  from 
their  js'iiit  of  view,  and  finding  it  essentially 
embrucenl.le  a-ke.1  for  uoiliiu^  ««ora  I* 
might  have  lieen  her  brigh*  complexion  or  it 
might  have  burn  the  Ih>1<1  lust  re  of  h<-r  eyes 
(as  tlie  wom'-n  considered  it-  that  dazzle<l  tha 
lord-  of  creation  generally,  and  ui-  de  them 
all  alik--  inis»intH*tent  to  ilis  -over  hi-r  faults. 
Still,  she  had  eoiii|«eusating  attractions  which 
no  feverity  of  criticism  could  dis|site.  Her 
smile,  lieginniug  at  he  lij»s  flowed  brightly 
and  instantly  over  hi  r  whole  fa-  p.  A  deli- 
Vious  atmosphere  ol  h  alth.  freshne-s  and 
good  humor  seeim-d  to  radia'e  from  her 
wherever  she  went  ami  whatever  -he'lid. 
For  the  rest,  her  brown  hair  grew  Jaw  over 
her  broad,  white  forehead,  and  was  topped 
by  a  heat  little  laee  mp  with  rib‘»ons  of  a 
violet  color.  A  plain  collar  and  plain  cuffi 
encircled  her  smooth,  round  neck  and  her 
plump,  dimpled  hands.  Her  merino  dresa, 
covering  but  not  hiding  the  charming  outline 
of  ber  bosom,  m  atehed  the  color  of  her  cap 
ribbons,  and  was  brightened  by  a  white  mus¬ 
lin  apron  coquettishly  trimmed  about  the 
pockets,  a  gift  from  Lady  Lydiard  Blushing 
and  smiling  The  let  the  door  fall  to  behind 
her,  i  shyly  approaching  the  stranger, 

— wi  to  him  in  her  small,  clear  voice: .  “If 


w,  sir.  ar«  you  Mr  Hardyman  T 


1 

«v- 

h 

/.  ■ 

j,** 

"Are  you  Mr  li.tr  l 

The  gravity  of  Die  great  lioree  breeder  de¬ 
serted  him  at  her  flret  question  He  -miled 
as  he  acknowledged  that  h  as  “  Mr  Harly- 
man,”  he  snnle«l  as  be  off.  i  i  tier  a  chair 

“No,  thank  you.  sir."  sh>-  said,  with  a 
quaintly  pretty  inclination  <>f  b  -r  head.  "  t 
am  only  sent  here  to  uuike  iier  laflyship's 
apologies  She  has  put  the  per.  dear  dog 
into  a  warm  loth,  and  sh»  can't  U-ave  him. 
And  Mr.  Moody  can’t  come  instead  of  me.  be¬ 
cause  I  w  as  tdo  frigbU-ned  to  be  of  any  use, 
and  so  he  had  to  hold  the  dog.  That's  alL 
We  are  very  anxious,  sir,  to  know  if  the 
warm  bath  is  the  right  thing.  Please  come 
into  the  room  and  tell  as.” 

8he  led  the  w  av  l»a<  k  to  the  door.  Hanl  v- 
man,'  naturally  enough,  was  slow  to  follow 
her.  When  a  man  Is  fascinated  by  the  charm 
of  youth  and  lieauty  he  is  in  no  hurry  to 
transfer  his  attention  to  a  sick  animal  iu  a 
liath.  Hardyman  seized  on  the  first  excuse 
that  he  could  devise  for  keeping  IsaU-l  to 
himself— tliat  is  to  say,  for  keeping  ber  tu  the 
drawing  room 

'  I  think  I  shall  be  letter  able  to  help  you,” 
he  said,  "  if  you  will  tell  me  something,  about 
the  dog  first.  ” 

Even  his  aecent  in  shaking  hail  altered  bo 
a  certain  degree  The  quiet,  dreary  monos 
tone  in  which  he  habitually  spoke  quiekctied 
a  little  under  his  present  excitement.  As  for 
Isaliel,  she  was  too  deeply  interested  in  Tom¬ 
mie's  welfare  to  Nils) leet  that  she  was  being 
male  the  victim  of  a  stratagem.  She  left  the 
door  ami  returned  to  Hardyman  with  eager 
eyes.  "  What  can  1  tell  you,  sir  f'  she  asked, 
innocently. 

Hardyman  pressed  his  advantage  without 
mercy. 

“You  can  tell  me  what  sort  of  dog  ho  isf 

“Yes,  sir.” 

“How  old  he  is?” 

“Yes,  sir.” 

"What  his  name  is?— what  his  temper  is?— 
what  his  illness  is? — what  disease  his  father 
aud  mother? — what ” 

Isabel's,  head  l»egau  txi  turn  giddy.  “One 
thing  at  a  time,  sir!  ‘  she  interposed,  with  a 
gesture  of  entreaty  "His  name  Is  Tommie. 
W e  are  obliged  to  call  him  by  it,  because  he 
won't  answer  to  any  other  than  the  name  he 
had  when  my  lady  bought  him.  But  we 
sjiell  it  with  an  ‘i  e'  at  the  end.  which  makes 
it  less  vulgar  than  Tommy  with  a  ‘y.’  1  am 

very  sorry,  sir.  I  forget  wha.  eLse  you  want¬ 
ed  to  know.  Please  to  come  in  here,  and  my 
lady  will  tell  you  everything. " 

She  tried  to  get  back  to  fhe  door  of  the 
boudoir.  Hardyman',  feasting  his  eyes  on  the 
pretty,  changeful  face  that  lcjoked  up  at  him 
with  such  innocent  confidence  in  his  author¬ 
ity,  drew  her  away  again  from  the  door  by 
the  one  means  at  his  disposaL  He  returned 
to  his  questions  about  Tonimia 

“Wait  a  little,  please.  What  sort  of  a  dog 
is  he?" 

Isabel  turned  back  again  from  the  door. 
To  describe  Tommie  was  a  labor  of  love. 
“He  is  the  most  beautiful  dog.  in  the  world!' 
the  girl  began,  with  kindling  eve.  "He  has 
the  most  exquisite  white  curly  hair  and  two 
light  brown  patches  ou  his  back,  and,  oh! 
such  lovelv  dark  eve-'  .They  “ 

ocotcn  terrier.  V\  heu  he  is  well  his  apjietite 
is  truly  wonderful— nothing  comes  amiss  to 
him,  sir,  from  pate  de  foie  gras  to  jiotatoes. 
He  has  his  enemies,  poor  dear,  though  you 
wouldn’t  think  it.  People  who  won't  put  up 
with  being  bitten  by  him  (wbat  -hocking 
tempers  one  does  meet  with,  to  be  sure!)  call 
him  a  mongrel.  Isn’t  it  a  shame?  Please 
come  in  ami  see  him,  -ir;  my  lady  will  be 
tired  of  waiting.” 

Another  journey  to  the  door  followed  those 
words,  checked  instantly  by  a  serious  objec¬ 
tion. 

“Stop  a' minute?  you  must  tell  hio  what 
his  tenqier  is,  or  I  can  do  nothing  for  him.” 

Isabel  returned  once  more,  feeling  that  it 
was  really  serious  tills  time.  Her  gravity 
was  even  more  charming  than  her  gayety. 
As  she  lifted  her  face  to  him,  with  large, 
solemn  eves,  expressive  of  her  sense  of  re¬ 
sponsibility ,  Hardyman  would  have  given 
every  horse  in  his  stables  to  have  had  the 
privilege  of  taking  her  in  his  arms  and  kiss- 

" Tonume  has  the 

wft^^’g&iei-ahy  means  that  he  objects  to 
strangers.  He  leves  my  lady,  and  he  loves 
Mr.  Moody,  and  he  loves  me,  and — and  I 
think  that’s  all.  This  way,  sir,  if  you  please; 

I  am  sure  I  heard  my  lady  call.” 

**  No,”  said  Hardyman,  in  his  immovahly 
obhtinate  way.  “  Nolxxly  called.  About  thi- 
dog’j.  temper  ?  Doesn’t  he  take  to  any 
stronger-?  ""hat  sort  of  people  does  he  bite 
in  general: " 

Isabel's  pretty  lips  began  to  curl  upward  at 
the  corners  in  a  quiet  smile.  Hardyman ’s 
last  imbecile  question  had  opened  her  eyes  to 
the  true  state  of  the  case.  Still;  Tommie’s 
future  was  in  this  strange  gentleman’s  hands 
she  felt  bound  to  consider  that  And,  more¬ 
over,  it  waf  no  every  day  event  iu  Isabel's  ex 
periem-e  t<>  fascinate  a  famou-  personage, 
who  wa-  also  a  magnificent  aud  jierfectly 
dressed  man  She  ran  the  risk  of  w  asting 
another  minute  or  two  and  went  ou  with  the 
memoirs  of  Tommie 

•I  must  own,  sir,”  she  resumed,  "that  he 
“  haves  a  little  ungratefully— even  _to  stran¬ 
ge^  who  take  aiynterest  in  him.  When  he 
gets  lost  in  the  stVeets  (which  is  very  often), 
he  sits  down  on  the  pavement  and  howls  till 
bo  collects  a  pitying  crowd  round  him;  and 
w  hen  they  try  to  read  .  his  name  an.l  address 
on  his  collar  ii£  snajw  at  them.  The  servants 
generally  fi"1  and  bring  him  hack),  and 
as  soon  as  he  gets  home  he  turns  round  on  the 
doorstep  and  s  aj»s  at  the  servants.  I  think 
it  must  lie  his  fun.  You  should  see  him  sit¬ 
ting  up  in  his  eh*ir  at  dinner  time,  waiting 
to  .lx-  heljssl,  with  his  forepaw  on  the  edge  of 
the  table.  lik<-  the  hands  of  a  gentleman,  at  a 
public  dinner  making  a  speech.  But,  oh!” 
cried  Isabel,  clns-kiu^ffierself,  with  the  tears 
in  her  eyes,  “how  can 31  talk  of  him  in  this 
way  when  he  is  so  diwadfully  ill!  Some  of 
them  say  it's  hi  cmehitj*,  and.  some  say  it’s  his 
liver.  <  >ulv  yesterday!  took  him  to  the  front 
door  to  give  him  ji  little  air,  ami -ho  stood 
still  ou  the  pavement,  quite  stiqiefied.  For 
the  first  tune  in  his  life  he  snapped  at  nobody 
who  went  by;  and  oh,  dear,  he  hadn't  even 
Ujie  heart  to  smell  a  lamp  post!” 

Isaliel  had  liarely  stated  this  last  afflicting 
pircuuistanee  when  the  memoirs  of  Tommie 
were  suddenly  cut  short  by  the  voice  of  Lady 
Lydiard — really  calling  this  time — from  the 
Inner- room. 

“Isabel!  Isabel!”  cried  her  ladyship,  “what 
are  you  about?” 

Isabel  ran  to  the  door  of  the  boudoir  and 
threw  it  o;»n.  “Go  in,  sir!  Pray  go  ini" 
she  said. 

“Without  your  Hardyman  asked. 

“I  will  follow  you,  sir.  £  have  something 
to  do  for  her  ladyship  first.” 

Hhe  still  held  the  door  open,  and  pointed 
entreatingly  to  the  passage  which  led  to  the 
boudoir.  "I  shall  be  blamed,  sir,”  she  said, 
“if  you  don't  go  in.” 

This  statement  of  the  case  left  Hardyman 
no  alternative.  He  presented  himself  to 
Lady  Lydiard  without  another  moment  of 
delay. 

Having  closed  the  drawing  room  door  on 
him,  Isabel  waited  a  little,  absorbed  in  her 
own  thoughts. 


She  wi»  now  perfectly  wall  aware  of  tha 
affect  whj'  b  had  prodoeal  oo  Hardyman. 
Her  vanity,  it  is  not  to  be  denied,  waa  flat¬ 
tered  bv  his  admiration — ha  waa  so  grand 
and  ao  tab.  and  be  had  rech  fine  Urgv  eyes. 
The  girl  .**,ked  prettier  than  avar  aa  abe 
stood  with  h**r  bead  down  and  bar  color 
heighten©  1  -railing  to  berwlf.  A  clock  on 
the  cbimnev  piece  striking  the  half  hour 
roused  ber  She  cart  one  look  at  the  giaaa 
aa  she  pa^cl  it.  and  went  to  the  table  at 
which  Lady  Lvdiard  had  beau  writing 
Methodical  Mr  Moody,  in  sobcnitUng  to  be 
etnpi  'V.d  a»  bath  attendant  npon  Tommie, 
had  not  f  -ryotten  the  interests  of  hn  mi* 
ire*  He  rein  nded  her  ladyship  that  she 
hail  1.  ft  her  letter,  with  a  tank  note  inclosed 
in  it,  un~  aW  Absorbed  in  the  dog.  Lady 
Lvdiard  answ ered  ‘  Isabel  is  doing  noth¬ 

ing  )<u  1-at-l  seal  it  show  Mr  Hardyman 
in  here.”  she  '-on tinned,  turning  to  laabal. 

and  then  seal  a  letter  of  mine  which  you 
w  iii  find  ..n  t  he  table. "  "And  when  you  hava 
it.-1  .-areful  Mr  Moody  add«i.  “put  it 
back  (Hi  the  table.  J  wiU  take  charge  of  it 
wh'-n  her  ladyship  has  done  with  me." 

Such  were  the  special  instruction*  which 
now  detained  Isabel  in  the  drawing  rootn. 
She  lit  th.-  t«(»»r,  and  ciaeed  and  waled  the 
o|H*n  pnvelt.'j*'.  without  feeling  curiosity 
enough  even  to  look  at  the  address.  Mr. 
Har-1'  man  was  the  uppermost  subject  in  ber 
thoughts.  lieaving  the  sealed  letter  on  the 
table  she  returned  to  the  fireplace  and  stud 
led  her  own  charming  fac-e  attentively  in  the 
I  iikin.  gla—  The  time  passed,  and  Isabel's 
refle  t.  n  was  -till  the  subject  of  Isabel's  con¬ 
templation  "He  mart  see  many  beautiful 
ladie*,'  she  thought  veering  backward  and 
forward  between  pride  and  humility.  “I 
womler  w  hat  he  sees  in  me?” 

The  clock  struck  the  hour.  Almost  at  the 
same  moment  the  louiioir  door  opened  and 
Robert  Moody,  released  at  last  from  attend¬ 
ance  on  Tommie,  titered  the  drawing  room. 

CHAPTER  V. 

"Well."  said  Isabel,  eagerly,  "what  does 
Mr.  Hardyman  say?  Does  he  think  he  can 
cure  Tommie C 
Moody  an-wered  a  little  coldly  and  stiffly 
His  dark,  deeply  set  eyes  rested  on  Isabel 
with  an  uneasy  look* 

•  Mr  Hardy  man  se-ems  to  understand  ani¬ 
mals.  be  said.  "He  lifted  the  dog’s  eyelid 
und  looked  at  his  eye,  and  then  he  told  us  the 
liath  was  useless.” 

•Goon.'  said  Isabel,  impatiently.  “He 
did  something,  i  suppose,  besides  telling  you 
that  the  bath  was  useless.”  j 

"He  fook  a  knife  out  of  his  pocket,  with  a 
lancet  in  it." 

Isabel  clasped  her  hands  with  a  faint  cry 
of  horror.  ‘Oh,  Mr.  Moody,  did  he  hurt 
Tommie? '  |  , 

••Hurt  hiipC  Moody  repeated,  indignant  at 
the  iuter  st  which  she  felt  in  the  animal  and 
the  indifference  which  she  exhibited  towards 
ihe  man  (as  represented  by  himself).  “Hurt 
him.  indeed:  Mr.  Hardyman  bled  the 
brute - ’’ 

"Brute?"  Isabel  reiterated,!  with  flashing 
eyes.  "1  know  some  people,  Mr.  Moody, 
who  really  deserve  to  be  called  by  that  hprrid 
word.  If  you  can’t  say  ‘Tommie,’  when  you 
sjieak  of  him  in  my  presence,  be  so  good  as  to 
say  ’the  dog.  ” 

Moody  yielded  with  the  wor  t  possible 
grace.  "Oh,  very  welll  Mr.  Hardyman 
bled  the  dog.  and  brought  him  to  his  senses 
directly..  1  am  charged  to  tell  you—”  He 
stopped  as  if  the  message  which  he  was  in¬ 
structed  to  deliver  was  in  the  last  degree 
distasteful  to  him. 

"Well,  what  were  you  charged  to  tell  me P 
"1  wa-  to  -ay  that  Mr.  Hardyman  will 
give  you  instructions  how  to  treat  thp  dog 
for  the  future.” 

lcal*el  hastened  to  the  door,  eager  to  re¬ 
ceive  her  instructions.  Moody  stopped  her 
lief  ore  she  could  open  it. 

“You  are  in  a  great  hurry  to  gd  to  Mr. 
Hardyman,"  he  remarked. 

Isabel  looked  back  at  him  in  surprise. 
"You  said  just  now  that  Mr.  Hardyman  was 
waiting  to  tell  me  how  to  nurse  Tommie.” 

"Let  him  wait,”  Moody  rejoined,  sternly. 
“When  1  left  him,  he  was  sufficiently 

you  to  her  ladyship” 

The  steward's  pale  face  turned  paler  still  as 
he  saiu  tliusr  TTOi-rP*.  Wifeb  fcho  arrival  of 
Isabel  iu  Laily  Lydiard’s  house  “  his  time  had 
come ’’—exactly  as  the  women  in  the  servants’ 
hall  had  predicted.  At  last  the  impenetrable 
man  felt  the  influence  of  the  sex ;  at  last  he 
knew  the  passion  of  love— misplaced,  ill- 
starred,  hopeless  love,  for  a  woman  who  was 
young  enough  to  be  his  child.  He  had  al- 
i-eady  sjiokcu  to  Isabel  more  than  once  in 
terms  which  told  his  secret  plainly  enough. 
Blit  the  smouldering  fire  of  jealousy  in  th«’ 
mart,  fanned  into  flame  by  Hardyman,  now 
showed  itself  for  the  first  time.  His  look* 
even  mdvf  than  his  words,  would  have  w»rr.«H- 
a  woman  w^th  any  knowledge  of  the  natures 
%if  men  to  Ix-  yareful  how  she  answered  him 
Young.  giddyNand  inexperienced,  Isabel  fol¬ 
lowed  th  •  thppdut  impulse  of  the  moment, 
without  a  thougbtof  the  consequences.  “  I'm 
sure  it’s  vp.rv  kind  of  Mr.  Hardyman  to  speak 
favorably  of  me,”  she  N*aid,  with  a  pert  little 
laugh  "  I  hope  you  ar^vpot:  jealous  of  him, 
Mr.  Moodv?"  \ 

Mood'  in  no  humortto  make  allow¬ 

ances  for  the  unbridled  gayefcyNof  youth  and 
good  spirits  "1  bate  any  rfidu  ”’ho  ad¬ 
mires  you.  he  burst  out,  passionately,  “let 
him  lie  who  be  may  I” 

Isabel  looked  at  her  strangle  lover  1 
affected  a-tonishment.  How  unlike\Mr. 
Hardyman.  who  had  treated  her  as  a  lady 
from  fii-st  to  last.  “  What  an  odd  mdn  yoh 
are !’’  she  said.  “  You  can’t  take  a  joke.  FmN 
sure  1  didn’t  mean  to  offend  you.” 

“  You  don't  offeud  me— you  do  worse,  you 
distress  me." 

Isabel's  color  began  to  rise.  The  merri¬ 
ment  died  out  of  her  face;  she  looked  at 
Moody  gravely.  “  I,  don’t  like  to  be  accused 
of  distressing  people  when  I  don’t  deserve  it,” 
■he  said.  “  1  had  better  leave  you  Let  me 
by^if  you  please.” 

Having  committed  one  error  in  offending 
her.  Moody  committed  another  in  attempt¬ 
ing  to  make  his  peace  with  her.  Acting  un¬ 
der  the  fear  that  she  would  really  leave  him, 
he  took  her  roughly  by  the  Rm 

“You  are  always  trying  to  get  away  from 
me,”  he  said.  “I  wish  I  knew  how  to  make 
you  like  nie,  Isabel” 

“I  don't  allow  you  to  call  me  Isabel  1”  she 
retorted,  struggling  to  free  herself  from  his 
hold.  “Let  go  of  my  arm.  You  hurt  me.” 

Moody  dropped  her  arm  with  a  bitter  sigh. 

“I  don’t  know  how  to  deal  with  you.”  he 
said,  simply.  "Have  some  jfity  on  mer 
If  the  steward  had  known  anything  of 
women  (at  1-aliel’s  age)  he  would  never  have 
appealed  to  her  mercy  in  those  plain  terms 
and  at  that  uopropitious  moment  “Pity 
you?”  she  repeated  contemptuously.  “Is 
that  all  you  have  to  say  to  me  !after  hurting 
my  arm?  What  a  bear  you  are  I"  She 
shrugged  her  shoulders  and  put  her  hands 
coquettishly  into  the  pockets  of  her  apron. 
That  was  how  she  pitied  him!  His  faoe 
turned  paler  and  paler — he  writhed  un¬ 
der  it. 

“For  God’s  sake  don’t  turn  everything  I 
say  to  you  into  ridicule  I”  he  cried.  “You 
know  I  love  you  with  all  my  heart  and  souL 
Again  and  again  I  have  asked  you  to  be  my 
wife,  and  you  laugh  at  me  as  if  it  was  a  joke. 

I  haven’t  deserved  to  be  treated  in  that  cruel 
way.  It  maddens  me — I  can’t  endure  it  I” 


Uak»i  L4nl  down  at  Uw  fl  ■  >r  and  fot- 
iowwd  the  line*  in  the  pattern  >4  Ux-  >-arja4 
tte-  «**i  of  ber  smart  little  *h  «r  She 
could  hardly  hav*  breo  farther  away  from 
really  understanding  M-»*ly  if  br  ha  1  si^kea 
hi  Hebrew  She  wa*  partly  etartinl.  partri 
puxMad.  by  tbr  strong  **t notion*  which  she 
had  wnrooactuualr  called  into  U-ing  "Oh. 
dear  Bm-  she  said,  "why  ran  t  mu  talk  of 
wn^liiim  rise'  Why  can  t  «t  to  frvt-nd» ’ 
ff  1 1.^  me  for  mratSKiinj;  It,”  abe  «mt  on. 
looking  up  at  him  with  a  -aucy  sunk*,  you 
are  old  enough  to  to  my  father  " 

Mood  i  »  bead  sank  on  his  breast  *1  own 
it.  ’  hr  answered,  huniblv  "But  tt.rre  u 
aornkfehing  to  to  sai-1  for  iue.  Men  a-, old  aa 
1  are  have  made  good  hu-land<  tofore  now 
I  would  devote  mv  whqk*  life  to  make  \ou 
ba[*py  There  isn't  a  wish  you  could  form 
which  1  wouldn't  to  proud  to  obey.  You 
muabi't  reckon  me  by  years.  My  youth  ha- 
not  U*n.  w  astol  in  a  profliga  e  life  I  ran 
to  tltier  to  you  and  fonder  of  \ . >u  than  many 
a  yartngrr  man.  Surely  my  h.-art  i»  not  quite 
un WDrthy  of  y«»u.  when  it  is  all  your*.  I  have 
lived  such  n  lonely,  miserable  life,  au-1  you 
mi^t  so  easily  brighten  it:  You  are  kind  to 
everybody  else.  Isabel  Tell  nie,  dear,  why 
are  you  *o  hard  on  ww  f" 

life  voice  trembled  a-  he  appmhsl  to  her  in 
thore  Rini])le  words.  He  had  taken  the  right 
w  ay  at  last  to  {iroduiv  an  linprvwsiou  on  her 
She  really  , felt  for  him.  All  that  was  true 
and  .lender  in  her  uature  l«*gan  to  rise  in  her 
anu  take  hi*  jiart.  I'nhappily.  he  felt  too 
deeply  aud  too  strongly  to  be  patient,  aud  t<» 
give  her  time.  He  completely  misinterpreted 
her  nilence — completely  mistook  the  motive 
that,  made  her  turn  aside  for  a  moment  to 
gather  conqxjeiure  enough  to  speak  to  him. 
"Ah!"  he  burst  out,  bitterly,  turning  away 
on  hie  side,  "you  have  no  heart  .'” 

She  instantly  resented  those  unjust  words. 
At  that  moment  they  wounded  her  to  the 
quick. 

"?ou  know  best,”  she  said.  “I  have  no 
doubt  you  are  right.  Remember  one  thing, 
however,  though  I  have  no  heart,  1  have 
nev®-  encouraged  you,  Mr.  Moody.  1  hare 
declared  over  and  over  again  that  I  could 
only  l»e  your  friend.  Understand  that  for 
the  future,  if  you  please.  There  are  plenty 
of  nice  women  w  ho  will  be  glail  to  marry 
you,  I  have  no  doubt.  You  will  always  have 
mv  •  best  wishes  for  your  welfare.  Good 
Her  ladyship  will  wonder  w  hat 
of  the.  Be  so  kind  as  to  let  me 
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him,  Moody  obstinately  kept  his  place  be¬ 
tween  Isatol  and  the  door.  The  unworthy 
suspicion  of  her.  which  had  been  in  his  mind 
all  Hirough  the  interview,  now  forced  its  way 
outward  to  expression  at  last. 

“Ho  woman  ever  used  a  man  as  you  use 
me  without  some  reason  for  it,”  he  said. 
"You  have  kept  your  secret  wonderfully 
well;  but,  sooner  or  later,  all  secrets  get 
found  out.  1  know  what  is  in  your  mind  as 
well  as  you  kuow  it  yourself.  You  are  in 
love  with  some  other  man.  ” 

Isabel’s  face  flushed  deeply  :  the  defensive 
pride  of  her  sex  was  up  in  arms  in  an  in¬ 
stant.  bhe  cast  one  disdainful  look  at  Moody, 
without  troubling  herself  to  express  her  con¬ 
tempt  in  words.  "Stand  out  of  my  way, 
sir  I”  that  was  all  she  said  to  him. 

“You  are  in  love  with  some  other  man,” 
he  reiterated,  passionately.  "Deny  it  if  you 

canf” 

“Deny  it!”  she  repeated,  with  flashing  eyes. 
“What  right  have  you  to  ask  the  question? 
Am  I  not  free  to  do  as  I  please?  ’ 

He  stood  looking  at  her,  meditating  his 
next  words,  ith  a  sudden  and  sinister 
change  to  se’f-restraint.  Suppressed  lage 
was  iu  his  rigidly  set  eyes,  suppressed  rage 
wai  in  his  trembling  hand  as  he  raised  it 
emphatically  while.he  spoke  his  next  words. 

"I  have  one  thing  more  to  say,”  he  an. 
g wared,  “and  then  I  have  done.  If  I  am  not 
yoar  husband,  no  other  man  shall  be.  Look 
well  to  it,  Isabel  Miller.  If  there  is  another 
man  between  us,  1  can  tell  uu»-  tui» — l,o  ouu 
firuf  it  no  easy  matter  to  rou  me  of  you  I” 

She  started,  and  turned  pale;  but  it  was 
only  for  a  moment.  The  high  spirit  that  was 
in  ber  rose  brightly  in  her  eyes,  and  faced 
KiiwitKftnt  whrinlrinff 

■Hnreats?”  she  said,  with  quiet  contempt. 
"When  you  make  love,  Mr.  Moody,  you  take 
strange  ways  of  doing  it.  My  conscience  is 
V ou  may  try  to  frighten  me.  but  you 
will  not  succeed.  >vi —  have  recovered 

your  temper  I  will  accept  your  excuses.  1  tone 
paused  aud  pointed  to  tho  table.  “Thare  is 
this  letter  that  you  told  me  to  leave  for  you 
when  I  had  sealed  it,”  she  went  on.  “I  sup¬ 
pose  you  have  her  ladyship’s  ordere.  Isn’t  it 
time  you  began  to  think  of  obeying  them?” 

The  contemptuous  composure  of  her  tone 
and  manner  seemed  to  act  on  Moddy  with 
crashing  effect.  Without  a  word  of  answer 
tbf  unfortunate  steward  took  up  the  letter 
from  the  table.  Without  a  word  of  answer 
he  walked  mechanically  to  the  great  door 
which  opened  on  the  staircase,  turned  cm  the 
threshold  to  look  at  Isabel,  waited  a  moment, 
pale  and  still,  and  suddenly  left  the  room. 

That  silent  departure,  that  hopeless  sub* 
mission,  impressed  Isabel  in  spite  of  herself. 
The  sastaining  sen-e  of  injury  and  isnult  sank, 
aa  It  were,  from  under  her  the  moment  she 
wss  alone.  He  had  not  been  gone  a  minute 
before  she  began  to  be  sorry  for  him  once 
mare.  The  interview  had  taught  her  noth¬ 
in*  She  was  neither  old  enough  nor  experi¬ 
enced  enough  to  understand  the  overwhelm¬ 
ing  revolution  produced  in  a  man’s  character 
when  he  feels  the  passion  of  love  for  the  first 
time  in  the  maturity  of  his  life.  If  Moody 
had  stolen  a  kiss  at  the  first  opportunity,  she 
would  have  resented  the  liberty  that  he  had 
3n  with  her;  but  she  would  have  thor- 
'  ly  understood  him.  His  terrible  earnest- 
his  over; lowering  agitation,  his  abrupt 
'1  these  evidences  of  a  passion  that 
mystery  to  himself— simply  puzzled 
"’m  sure  I  didn’t  wish  to  hurt  his  feel¬ 
ings”  (suSh  was  the  form  that  her  reflections 
took  in  hermresent  ppuitent  frame  of  mind) ; 
“but  why  dick  he  provoke  me?  It  is  a  shame 
to  tell  me  thatV love  some  other  man.  when 
thtre  is  no  other 'man.  I  declare  I  begin  to 
bate  the  men,  if  thhy  are  ajl  lifen^Mr.  Moody. 

I  Wonder  whether  he.  will'  forgiveYne  when 
ha  sees  me  again?  I’nl.pure  I’A  lAPilling  to 
forget  and  forgive  on  uly  side,  especially  if 
he  won’t  insist  on  my  beiilg  fondlof  him  be¬ 
cause  he  is  fond  of  ma  Oh\dear!  I  wish  he 
would  Fome  back  and  shakh  hands.  It’s 
enough  to  try  the  patience  of  a  s.-iint  to  lie 
treated  In  this  way.  I  wish  I  waiKugly !  The 
ugly  oues  have  a  quiet  time  of  it— Hhe  men 
let  them  be  Mr.  Moody!  Mr.  Moody  1^’  She 
want  out  to  the  landing  and  called  to  him 
■oWy.  There  was  no  answer.  He  was\po 
longer  in  the  hoase.  She  stood  still  for 'a 
moment  in  silent  vexation.  ‘Til  go  to  Tom-\ 
mie,"  she  decided.  “I’m  sure  he's  the  most 
agreeable  company  of  the  two.  And— ofi. 
good  gracious !— there’s  Mr.  Hanlynian  wait¬ 
ing  to  give  me  my  instructions!  How  do  I 
look,  I  wonder?” 

She  consulted  the  glass  once  more,  gave 
one  or  two  corrective  touches  to  her  hair 
and  cap,  and  hastened  into  the  boudoir. 

Lord  Charles  and  His  Trooper. 

Jt  is  related  of  lord  Charles  lleresford 
thAt  during  the  hot  fighting  in  South  Af¬ 
rica,  as  he  was  riding  back  after  an  en¬ 
gagement,  he  overtook  one  of  his  troopers 
Wounded  and  slowly  making  his  way 
afoot.  He  stopped  and  told  the  trooper 
tff  get  up  behind  him;  the  trooper  refused 
on  the  ground  that  if  he  got  up  they 
Would  both  be  taken  by  the  enem  •,  but 
if  Lord  Charles  rode  on  alone  he  was  cer¬ 
tain  to  escape.  Lord  Charles  looked  at 
him  a  moment  and  said:  “If  you  don’t 
gtt  up  I  shall  have  to  get  off  and  knock 
you  down.”  Whereupon  the  trooper 
Mounted, and  both  escaped.— London  Cor. 
Boston  Advertiser. 

Method  of  Ventilating  Kailway  Cars. 

A  man  in  Salem.  Mass.,  has  invented  a 
method  of  ventilating  railway  oars  by 
means  of  fans  revolving  underneath  the 
our  through  gearing  attached  to  the 
odes.  The  air  is  forced  up  into  the  car 
through  pipes  having  bell-shaped  mova¬ 
ble  openings  above  each  seat;  but  this 
air  is  freed  from  dust  by  first  passing 
through  water.  It  is  on  trial  by  the  Bos¬ 
ton  &  Lowell  railroad. 


Genuine  Bargain  Sale 

or 

DHY  GOODS ! 

FOR  ONE  MONTH  ONLY. 

W.  V.  SNYDER  &  Co. 

Offer  their  imim  um  rt*ick  of 

Dry  Goods  &  Fancy  Goods 
AT  COST 

OR 

AT  GREATLY  REDUCED  PRICES. 

The  following  are  some  of  the  leading 
Aiticltw 

Blankets,  Horse  Blankets, 

CV  'Mfortahi.es.  Iai*  Robes, 

Qfu.ts,  Flannel  Skirts, 

Table  Covers,  Felt  Skirts, 
Frit  Trimmings,  Kntt  Skirts, 

Tuilet  Covers,  Buttons, 

Mitts,  Uimpb*&  Fringes, 

Piano  Covers,  Laces, 

Curtains,  Silk  Handkerchiefs, 

Lambrequins,  Cretonnes, 

Perfumery,.  Smoking  Jackets, 

U i  Holstery,  Dressing  Gowns, 

Cloakings,  Bric-A-Brac, 

Plushes  for  Cloaks,  Dress  Goods, 
Mourning  Dress  Goods, 

Silks,  Satins, 

Quilred  Lininc.h,’  ;  Cloaks, 

Shawls,  Infants’  Wraps, 

Am/  in  Fuct  the  r/nuft  r  part  of  tin 
Fntin  Stock  trill  jHmiticr/i/ 
be  Sobl  At  Cost 
Of  at 

Greatly  Reduced  Prices, 

For  One  Month  Only. 

W.  V.  SNYDER  &  CO., 

725, 727  and  729  Broad  St. 
Headquarters ! .  Headquarters ! 

Frazee,  Connet  &  Co., 

CENTRAL  DRY  GOODS  STORE, 

869  Broad  Street,  Newark. 

For  the  largest  variety  of  ^really  new 
Dress  Fabrics,  most  perfectly  adapted  to 
the  latest  modes  and4from^its  wide  range  of 
Tricon  mostriikely  to  serve  any  purse,  See 
the  stock  to  be  displayed  next  ..  .  .i.  our 
counters. 

Elegant  Boucle  Fabrics,  Best  Hotne- 
oyuii  Okxxls.  Beautiful  fSomhinn 
tions,  Broadcloth,  Camel’s 
Hair,  and  Tricot  Suit- 
ings. 

With  perfectly  correct  shadings  and  fabrics 
for  trimmings  in  Velvets,  Brocades,  Feather, 
Chenille,  Beaded  and  Plain  Passementeries, 
Wool  Laces,  etc.,  etc. 

Special! 

'  Black  Silk  Velvets,  for  Dresses  or  Trim¬ 
mings,  at  special  prices.  For  $1,29, 
worth  $  1.65.  For  $  1  .59,  worth  $2,  and 
24-in.  wide,  for  $2.39,  worth  $3  per  yard. 


N.W.AYER  ft  SON 

ADVERTISING  AGENTS 

bdTiSSg  PHILADELPHIA 

Cor.  Chestnut  and  Eighth  fsta. 
Receive  Advertisement*  for  this  Paper 

ESTIMATES  USURER  FREE 
“““■ATEB  &  SON’S  MANUAL 


THIS  PAPER; 

Newspaper  Advertising  Bu 
Street) .where  ndver-  a ■  ■■■  ■■  ijjfit# 
tising contracts  may  M  b  Mi  VII D If 

be  made  tor  it  in  IlkVv  I  UlllVa 


"It  maddens  me — I oan't  endure  it’* 


The  distress  among  the  working  classeo 
in  Paris  is  so  great  that  It  has  been  pro¬ 
posed  to  hold  fetes  of  industry  and  com* 
merce  for  their  benefit. 


HORSE  BLANKETS, 

LAP  ROBES,  FUR  ROBES, 
SLEIGH1  BELLS, 
DRIVING  GLOVES  Etc., 

ELEGANT  PATTERN8 

Square  Wool  Blankets, 

Sensible  Styles  of  Stable  Blankets. 


*3  I  b*ve  never  had  as  fine  an 
assortment  of  Winter  Goods.  The 
\  prices  of  FINE  WOOL  HORHE 

\ BLANKETS  are  LOWER  than  they 
have  been  for  years.  Call  and  ex- 


•finne. 

GEG.  ROU  BAUD, 

202  Market  Street,  NEWARK. 

Sleighs,  Carriage^  and  Harness  in 
Stock  and  io  Order. 


THE  Mi:Tt:,\I.  HKNKK1T 

Life  Insurance  Company. 
NI.waKK.  N  J. 

AMZIDODD,  -  -  -  -  President 


ASSETS  (Mark t*A  YaJumd 
LIABILITIES  (4  iw  cynt  K«-***rvo) 

SURPLUS  . 

SURPLUS  (Now  York  Standard) 


fV<  r,ifv3l«  K 
U-  -  7  +'J7  7  » 
S.L..  I“1  <  - 

MU  .41  J 


STOUTS’ FULTON  GOAL. 


It  is  the  HARDEST  and  Beat  (pre¬ 
pared  LEHIGH  COAL  in  the  mar¬ 
ket. 

FOB  SALK  ONLY  BT 

CHAS.  MURRAY, 

Yard  foot  of  Fremont  Street, 

AT  canal. 

Orders  by  mail  promptly  attended  to. 
Well  screened  and  delivered  in  good  order 
at  the  lowest  market  prices. 


rollrlas  Absolutely  Moii-Furfrllshl*  After  a.  oad  taar. 

IN  OAKK  OF  LAiMK  Um>  ll»toj  Is  <X1SHM  I  D  IN  Fl*R»‘»  ••  h't>i  a*  U* 
•  sins  atll  w  for  .  or,  If  prefrrrWL  s  1  sul  u|  1  .>lwj  f»w  IU  foil  •  *Ju*  U  s*tr> 

ib  eirhanx* 

After  th*  third  rear  Folic  I*,  in,  IKtXtNTmr  Al«l  K  •»*.»  t  a*  ur*-n*i  itua«> 
lonal  fraud  .  aad  eii  »»*rr-wru«w  u>  rrarel  •r  art 

I'AfUi  LOANS  ar*  mad*  to  th*  SlteM  of  J*>  ,*r  .rut  nffl.e  wn*  vaiss 
«  her*  Talk]  a—  IgnmeutB  of  111*  is-lt-  irw  .  «u  !»  II  *.1*  *•  .  >l.„.*r»i  •*.  unty. 
L08RC8  paid  luiMdiataly  coa.*d»o.  u  and  approval  «f  j  ro.»fk 


Foreign  Exchange. 

MARTIN  R.  DENNIS  «  CO, 

REMOVED  TO 

Tli  Broad  St,  Newark,  N,  J. 

Near  Market  Street 

ISSUE  DRAFTS  OR  MONEY  ORDERS  FOB 

England,  Ireland.  Scotland,  the 
Continent  of  Europe. 

And  Ml  parts  of  the  world. 

ol  Orodit  for  Travel  arm.  All  kinds  of  foreign  noasy  so- 
ekangad  Trana-AUantio  sxpreaa 

PASSAGE  TICKETS, 

Oabln,  Intermediate  and  Steerage,  on 

OUNARD,  WHITE  STAR,  INMAN,  GUION,  AN¬ 
CHOR,  NATIONAL,  STATE,  NORTH 

QERMAN  LLOYD,  RED  STAR, 

AnA  all  lines  of  Ooean  Steamers. 

J.  W.  BALDWIN  A  BROS., 

Upper  Broad  St. 

Best  Quality  Lehigh  Coal, 

SAWED  AND  SPLIT  WOOD. 

Drygoods,  Groceries,  Peed,  Grain,  Etc. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly. 

JUST  OPENED, 

ISTew  Stocks  of  M 

Cro&kery,  Oilcloths.  Horse  Blankets, 

LADIES,  GENTS’  A  >  u  now 

MERINO  UNDERWEAR, 

RUBBER  BOOTS  &  SHOES,  Etc. 


C.  PARKER, 

PHOTOGRAPHER 

695  Broad  Street, 

NEWARK,  M.  J. 


JOHN  G.  KEYLER, 

GENERAL  FURNISHING  - 

uoimnii 


EVERYTHING  PERTAINING  TO  TH^i 
BUSINESS  FURNISH F.D. 


THE 


BLOOMFIELD,  lj.  J. 

At  the  “CENTRE, ”  Three  Minutes’  Walk  from  M.  &  E.  Depot. 


The  only  Hotel  in  town  where  first- 
class  Accommodations  and  Meals  at 
ail  hours  can  be  had. 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors,  Imported 
and  Domestic  Cigars  from  E.  C.  Haz¬ 
ard  &  Co.,  New  York. 


Special  attention  given  to  Transient  Guests. 

W.  R.  COURTER, 

Pbopklxtok 


